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   Buffy moaned loudly as Lorne slowly entered her, her fingers clutching the silk that bound her.


   “Oh, sweetness, you are so wonderfully tight,” he breathed, his lips brushing over her ear. “You are making me all sorts of hungry here.”


   She moaned louder, her eyes widening with sheer ecstasy as she felt the plug sink deeper into her bum, compliments of the demon’s deliciously unique anatomy. His kind were blessed with a little something extra down there, making it possible for both sides of the Slayer to be well attended to at the same time; something Buffy absolutely loved!


   “Ohhhh, goddesss, yes…” she moaned, closing her eyes and riding the pleasure wave.


   Lorne continued his slow thrust until he was all the way in, then sucked gently on her lobe.


   “I am going to make you sing, Sweet Cheeks,” he whispered in her ear. “Sing until you have no voice left.”


   Buffy groaned, arching up hard for more contact. He chuckled.


   “Naughty Slayer…I’m in charge here,” he purred, slowly dragging his tongue down her neck. He licked his way back to her ear and said, ”Be good, or I’ll have to put you back over my knee.”


  She growled huskily and he took a tender nibble.


  “I’ll have to spank those sweet cheeks all over again,” he went on, his mouth tasting as his body teased. “Make them nice and hot and even more red than they are now.” 


   She moaned and he began easing slowly out of her, talking to her the whole time.


   “I may even have to get out my slayer paddle…the one with your name on it, sweetness.” His nibbled ever so lightly, his body nearly out of hers. “Prop you up on a stack of pillows…” He began easing back in. “Tummy side down, of course.” She whimpered as he filled her again. “With those sweet cheeks high in the air.” 


   “Ohhhhhh, yesssssss.” 


   Her raspy cry echoed throughout the room, sending a tidal wave of pleasure over the green one. He sank all the way in and immediately began easing out, repeating the process over and over, slowly, causing the Slayer to moan, groan, whine and mewl. Both ends were being deliciously tortured and Buffy was sure she would die right then and there of sheer bliss.


   He kept up the slow, steady pace for what seemed like forever; slowly in, slowly out, slowly in, slowly out, slowly in, slowly out; his mouth tasting her fevered flesh, his voice whispering the perfect words…sometimes in song. But eventually, the boiling point was reached by both and he quickened the pace, intensifying his thrusting, pumping harder, faster, deeper into her and she welcomed him! Her body arching to catch his every move, slayer muscles clenching, clamping, holding onto him with a searing vengeance. He moaned, his voice in her ear and she answered him with a growl, pulling the silk scarves with all her might. 


   She needed to touch him, to twist her fingers in his hair, pull him closer but she couldn’t. All her slayer strength was useless against the magic he had woven over the restraints. After all, what fun was it to be bound, if you could get out with just a tug? Her helplessness fueled the inferno already raging and she growled louder. 


   “Oh goddess, Lorne, please!”


   “Please what, Sweet Cheeks?” he teased, sucking on her neck.


   She growled louder. She so loved when he made her say it!


   “Please…oh goddess, baby, please!” she begged.


   He pumped harder, sending even more pleasure tremors up her bottom, as well as to the rest of her trembling body and she nearly howled, the magnitude of  heavenly bliss overpowering.


   “Please…please…”


   “Say it, pumpkin,” he breathed, swirling his tongue over her lobe. “Tell Lorne exactly what his naughty little slayer wants.”


   Buffy hissed with need, but he merely nibbled on her neck.


   “Ohhhh, fuck me, baby,” she gasped, her voice ragged with desire. “Fuck your naughty little slayer, goddess, fuck her sweet cheeks!”


   “With pleasure, peach pie,” he whispered, licking her lobe.


   He pumped harder, deeper and faster, shifting his body slightly. Buffy howled as he hit every right spot in her body, orgasmic convulsions tearing though her very fibers. She pulled the scarves until her knuckles were white, crying out his name over and over, her voice growing hoarse. And as she hit that first peak, he began singing softly in her ear. And the volcano raged on.





+++++





    Lorne cradled Buffy tenderly in his arms.


   “Relaxed, Sweetness?”


   She sighed exhaustedly. 


   “You have to be part slayer,” she said, her voice raspy. “That’s the only way you could have THAT much stamina.”


   He chuckled, his fingers stroking her hair.


   “It’s all you, Sweet Cheeks,” he replied. “You make it easy to have that much.” He placed a soft kiss on her shoulder. “You bring out the best in me, Buffy. It’s that simple.”


   “Funny, I was just about to tell you the same thing.” She turned so she could see him. “With you, everything, me, it all makes sense. Before, I was sort of…well, lost…in one way. I mean, I have Dawn and Will and Xander and Giles…they’re my family, I love them and wouldn’t trade them for the world. But they can only fill up so much of my heart, you know?”


   “Oh baby, do I.”


    She reached up and brushed a finger over his cheek.


   “When I’m with you, all of my heart is filled.”


   He leaned and kissed her tenderly.


   “Same here, Peach Pie, same here. I love you, Buffy.”


   She smiled. “I love you too, Lorne.”


   They kissed again, this time, a fierce dance, their mouths fighting for dominance. When it was over, the Slayer found herself face down, over the demon’s lap…a huge grin on her face.
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